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less prospect indeed. I had my flying knee boots on
and was already splashing through an inch or so of
water. It was deeper in places. I found my little
scarlet caterpillar drowned, floating aimlessly. No one
had moved. Some were sitting up, making exclamations
half in annoyance, half humorously. At last one or
two people simply had to get up and we more or less
took stock of the situation.

I knew a mud flat was not far away to the east, about
opposite to where the landing ground ought to be;
and this would obviously flood with any amount of rain.
The ground we had been unfortunate enough to land
on was a long strip with slightly higher ground each
side of it running north and south, which was all draining
on to our strip which may have been 500 yards or so
wide. This strip was now under 2 or 3 inches of
water in places, and looked like a large lake with the
Vimys in the middle reflected in the water. Through
the grey drifting rain the western rise looked the only
chance of safety.

It became increasingly obvious that if we were to
get the Vimys out at all, we must extricate them within
the next half-hour or they would sink. The water had
softened the surface of the mud, and a layer of slimy
ooze was forming, which was every moment deepening;
that is, the hard mud, penetrated by the water, was
sinking in level. So we splashed about and gathered
our traps and tins and put them in the Vimys.

Mealing got started up first, and after some difficulty
forced his wheels forward, turned to the right and
taxied away through the flood on to the higher ground.
Then Goodwin started, and after greater difficulty,
men pulling on each wing strut, he taxied forward. He